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gaps, but I managed to compress my enthusiasm Into
just two pages, which in itself was a sort of merit. Yet

1 got no marks.    For one          it was not a set subject.

I believe the only comment made about It to my private
tutor was that I seemed to have been wasting my time
in reading books of travel instead of attending to my
studies. 1 tell you, those fellows were always trying to
take my scalp. On another              I Just saved It by

proficiency in map-drawing. It must have been good,
1 suppose; but all I remember about it Is that it was
done In a loving spirit.

I have no doubt that star-gazing is a fine occupation,
for it leads you within the borders of the unattainable*
But map-gazing, to which I became addicted so early,
brings the problems of the great spaces of the earth into
stimulating and directing contact with          curiosity

and gives an honest precision to one's imaginative
faculty.   And   the  honest  maps  of   the  nineteenth
century nourished in me a passionate interest in the
truth of geographical facts and a desire for precise
knowledge which was extended later to other subjects.
For a change had come over the spirit of cartogra-
phers*   From the middle of the eighteenth century on
the business of map-making had been growing into an
honest occupation, registering the hard-won knowledge,
but also in a scientific spirit recording the geographical
ignorance of its time.    And it was Africa, the continent
out of which the Romans used to say some new thing
was always coming, that got cleared of the dull imagi-
nary wonders of the dark ages, which were replaced by
exciting spaces of white paper.   Regions unknown!
My imagination could depict to itself there worthy,
adventurous and devoted men, nibbling at the edges,
attacking from north and south and east and west,
conquering a bit of truth here and a bit of truth there,